THE PLUTUS, 48-72

CHR. Why think you that ?

CA.                                    He means that even the blind

Can see 'tis better for our present life

To be a rascal, rotten to the core.
CIIR.  'Tis not that way the oracle inclines,

It cannot be.    Tis something more than that.

Now if this fellow told us who he is,

And why and wherefore he has come here now,

We'd soon discover what the God intended.
CA. (to Wealth)    Hallo, you sirrah, tell me who you are,

Or take the consequence !    Out with it, quick !
WEALTH. Go and be hanged !
CA.                                         O master, did you hear

The name he gave ?
CHR.                                 'Twas meant for you, not me.

You ask in such a rude and vulgar way.
(to Wealth)   Friend, if you love an honest gentleman,

Tell me your name.

WE.                                 Get out, you vagabond !

CA.     O ! O ! Accept the omen, and the man.a
CHR. O, by Demeter, you shall smart for this.

Answer this instant or you die the death.
WE.    Men, men, depart and leave me.
CIIR.                                                Wouldn't you like it ?

CA.     O master, what T say is far the best:

I'll make him die a miserable death.

I'll set him on some precipice, and leave him,

So then he'll topple down and break his neck.
CHR. Up with him !
WE*                          O pray don't.

CIIR,                                           Do you mean to answer ?

WE.   And if I do, I'm absolutely sure

n Take the man for your friend, and the omen (6pvw means the
<f>wv/ii>, the man's words) as applicable to yourself.
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